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THE TARNSIDE EVANGEL. 




CHAPTER I. 

HE quaint village of Tamside was 

looking its loveliest when May 

Stanhope and her newly-widowed 

mother came to make it their home. 

The horse-chestnuts proudly held their 

ipiral blossoms like waxen ta-t^fsss. \r» 
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the blazing sun, laburnums were all aglow with 
flaming tassels, while the hedgerow's green was 
nearly hidden beneath its mantle of summer snow. 
With gracefiil dalliance the plum-trees waved 
their blossom-laden boughs, and scattered at 
intervals light showers of pearly petals, and the 
meadows were golden with buttercups. 

May's heart had felt very sad at leaving the 
home which, until the last few months, had 
scarcely seen a sorrow ; but as the old-fashioned 
vehicle in which she was riding slowly passed 
along the hawthom-scented lanes, she now and 
again turned to her pale-faced mother, and cried, 
in all the hopefiilness of childhood : * Mother, 
God is bringing us to a land of flowers and sun- 
shine. I think He intends us to be happy here, 
just as you say father is happy where the angels 
are.' 

Mrs. Stanhope smiled more gladly than she 
had done since over the soulless form of her own 
and her child's protector she had so earnestly 
striven to say, * The Lord gave, and the Lord 
hath taken away ; blessed be the name of the 
Ijord. ' And as she replied in words of suitable 
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-encouragement, she heard a whisper within her 
soul, saying, * Become as little children ; ' and 
she silently asked for a deeper trust in the love 
of Him Who doth not willingly affict nor grieve 
the children of men, that like her little girl she 
might open her eyes to the sunshine of life, and 
look for the joy it would surely bring. Through 
the earlier part of the journey her thoughts had 
scarcely left the now vacant home at Boumash ; 
fbut May's remarks aroused her, and she raised 
^lerself up to look out upon wood and dale^ 
so beautifully decked in their bright spring 
robes. 

* Yes, May ; this is truly lovely, far more so 
than anything you ever saw in town.' 

* Indeed it is, mother. I had no idea God had 
made the world so beautiful ; even your descrip- 
tions, which I always thought so grand, seem 
poor now when I look at the meadows and hills 
and that long winding river, myself. I feel as 
if I must clap my hands, everything is so very, 
very good.' 

* And so, my child, is the Lord Jesus, Whom 
you and I have learnt to love ; and ^<5i^ '^^^'S^ 
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recollect that though He was pourtrayed to m^ 
as the fairest among ten thousand and the alto-- 
gether lovely, I pictured Him but dimly until I 
came and looked upon Him as my Saviour. Then 
I exclaimed, as did the Queen of Sheba, " The- 
half was not told me ; happy are Thy men, happy 
are these Thy servants, which stand continually 
before Thee 1" But my words were of a greater 
than Solomon. See, May, how the shadows 
lengthen towards the east, for the sun is slowly 
sinking to its bed ; in two hours at most it wilt 
be beyond our view. Everything appears just 
the same as when my home was at Tamside ; I 
seem to remember every leaf and every flower, 
and the river down in the valley sparkles just as- 
it ever did. These things all teach me that God 
is an unchangeable God ; that He Who from the- 
world's infancy has kept His promise, that seed- 
time and harvest, cold and heat, summer and 
winter shall not cease, will as diligently care and 
provide for me.' 

* I have been looking round, mother, and I 
do not see one tree that God has forgotten, 
though to some He has given flowers, and to* 
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others leaves only; and don't you tliink that 
God would forget a tree before He would forget 
one of us, mother ? I think He would.' 

* Yes, May, I beUeve He would ; and you 
remember the verses we so often sang with poor- 
father : 

* " Beneath the spreading heavens 
^"0 creature but is fed, 
And He Who feeds the ravens 
Will give His children bread." ' 

* Mother, you know how I cried when first, 
you told me that God would have us leave Bourn- 
ash. I felt as though He were going to send us. 
into a dark, unhappy place ; but I am glad now 
that He did not notice my tears and let us stay, 
for, O ! mother, this is grand ! grand 1 grand ! ** 

* I am glad you tliink so, little one,' fell in 
cheery tones from the lips of a tall, honest-faced 
man, who suddenly entered the road through a 
stile, and after a few words exchanged places 
with the driver. May had scarcely time to 
wonder who it was who spoke these kindly words, 
before she found herself clasped in her uncle's, 
arms, and then seated by his side with the \!^\s®^ 
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in her small hands, which rested like a ^snowball 
within her uncle's large, brown palm. It was 
the first time she had seen her uncle Bloomer, 
and for a little while she felt very shy, too shy 
to raise her eyes from the steady, boad-backed 
pony, or to answer in a voice above a whisper 
the many questions which were put to her. But 
the constant pressure of his toil-hardened fingers, 
^md the easy manner in which he conversed with 
her mother and told of the welcome which 
awaited her at Tamside, gave her courage ; 
and when at length there came a few minutes' 
pause she looked up suddenly into his sunburnt 
face, and asked, ' Uncle, did God ever forget a 
tree ? ' Since Mr. Bloomer had joined them, 
and May had felt too timid to give utterance to 
her thoughts, she had been thinking that as God 
has so many children to look after, and so many 
plans to make for their comfort and happiness, 
that perhaps after all He did forget a tree some- 
where, and she felt sure her uncle, who had 
spent his whole life at Tamside, would know. 

Confidently her light-blue eyes met the gaze 
t)f her uncle's darker ones, but she felt puzzled 
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at the amused smile which played about the 
corners of his mouth. *Pray what does the 
child mean ? ' he exclaimed, more to himself than 
to another, and then he added : * I suppose you 
wish to know if trees ever die ; well, yes, they 
do; I Ve seen several dead trees in my time/ 

* No, uncle ; I don't mean dead trees, because 
however many leaves were put upon them they 
would not feel any better for it, neither would 
they know if ever so many birdies swayed upon 
their branches singing. I want to know if God 
^ver forgot to put leaves upon a living tree.' 

Mr. Bloomer was silent for several minutes, 
not because he found the question in the least 
diflScult to answer, but because the thought was 
new to him that it was God Who annually clothed 
the trees in their emerald robes. Spring after 
spring he had watched the bursting of myriad 
buds and the soft unfolding of myriad flowers, 
he had seen the pink-tipped daisies spring from 
the sod in mighty armies and the kingcups 
golden cover the meadows, he had marked the 
•quick diffusion of beauty steal so surely over the 
wide acres of his native hamlet ; and yet had nnt 
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traced theii* yearly origin and development to* 
the silent working of the Hand by which all 
things live and move and have their being. Ho 
always supposed the leaves and flowers came- 
because it was their time to come, and they could 
not resist the alluring warmth of brilliant sun- 
beams, nor the gentle kisses of pearly pattering 
raindrops. 

True, if not in later years yet in his youth,, 
he had read and understood that God created all 
things ; but it always seemed to him that when 
the great Kuler had uttered the world-wide com* 
mand, * Be'finiitful and multiply,' He left creation 
to produce and reproduce without His super- 
vision. But with May's words there came a tida 
of silvery light threading its way among the dense 
darkness of his soul, and like clarion notes of a far 
distant bell he caught the stirring strains, ' Thy 
God hveth.' Once these words had rung besido 
his ear, but, heedless of their import, he had pushed 
on through life with their music sDenced. Now, 
they came tinkling over the brow of his manhood 
in resurrection tones, hiding their echoes deep 
within the sounding caverns of his soul. 
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* No, lassie,' he replied at length ; * every tree 
Tias leaves unless it be dead. I wonder how such 
•a funny thought came into your head/ 

* That is to be our home, is it not, brother ? ' 
asked Mrs. Stanhope, pointing to a little thatched 
•cottage which stood on the side of a hill over- 
looking a wide valley, through which the river 
Tarn trailed its slow waters. 

* Yes, Rachel ; that is to be your home, but 
not Tmtil to-morrow. A night of sound sleep is 
what you and May will need after this journey, 
and both wife and I think you will get that better 
"down at the mill, things are all sixes and sevens 
here. Now, little one,' said Mr. Bloomer, lifting 
May upon his knee and pointing down the valley, 
* that is Uncle Bloomer's house, with the big 
wheel standing in the water. We shall soon be 
there, for Meg has a way of trotting down this 
last hill famously, as though she would make up 
for being lazy the rest of the way. Here we 
go 1 ' and without word or whip the sturdy 
animal started a brisk pace, which May greatly 
"enjoyed. 

The twilight was fast deepening axL^ ^J«^a 
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journey had been long and wearisome, so that 
Mrs. Stanhope hailed with joy the gleams of a 
bright fire which poured in rich rays through the 
unshuttered window. Promptly the door opened, 
and a tall, strong-looking woman, in neat cap and 
snowy apron, came forward, and kindly, though 
somewhat stiffly, bade them welcome. May clung 
to her mother's side, and felt ill at ease until 
Mr. Bloomer entered and drew her to a chair 
beside the wide, open fire-place. Several small 
logs were blazing and crackling, and a sleepy 
white cat and two frisky white kittens were 
making the most of the warm hearth. Then 
the candle was lit, and placed upon the large 
round table, upon which a substantial meal was 
already spread. May was pleasantly surprised to 
find that Mrs. Bloomer most heartily pressed her 
hospitality, and appeared very dissatisfied with 
the result of the meal ; she had hoped, she said, 
to see most of the plates cleared. It had 
always been May's custom to say grace at Bourn- 
ash, and so settled had the habit become that 
before leaving the table she placed her hands 
together, and in simple words thanked the Donor 
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of every good gift for the food so abundantly 
given. 

* Humph I ' said Mrs. Bloomer, as she put 
away her chair ; * that 's something new here ;. 
you see, we never had any children about us. 
You spoke out very nicely, May ; I am sure great 
pains have been taken with you, and I intend 
to let you have one of these white kittens if you 
continue to please me as much as you have done- 
to-night.' 

May's heart throbbed with joy for having so 
acted as to bring praise to her mother; and 
when she was called upon to wish her uncle and 
aunt good night, she wound her small arms roun^ 
Mrs. Bloomer's neck, and in addition to a kiss of 
childish fervour said : * I ' ve two more to think of 
in my prayers now, for I must put you and uncle- 
amongst all those whom I love. Shall I kneel 
now, mother ? ' and the flickering firelight fell 
upon her uplifted face, as in simple accents she 
asked God to bless each one she loved, and to- 
teach them so to live to Him on earth that by- 
and-by they might live with Him in heaven. 




CHAPTER II. 

. LMOST before the bustle of unpack- 
ing and straightening was over 
Mrs. Stanhope's energies gave way, 
and for nearly three weeks she lay 
prostrate upon the sofa in the pleasant 
room which served jointly for kitchen 
-and parlour. Thus May's bright day-dreams 
passed away like a summer cloud, for during the 
first five or six days at Tamside her thoughts had 
•been of long rambles through olover-fi^grant 
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meadows, and of strolls beside the murmuring 
river or through woodland thickets. But she had 
determined first of all to assist her mother in 
putting the house in order ; and so day after day- 
she worked diligently and cheerfully, feeling that 
each hour she jvas nearing her leisure. 

But one morning, when she returned fi'om 
an errand to the mill she found her mother sit- 
ting near the open window, pale and gasping for 
breath. May had so frequently seen her in a 
similar state that she did not feel alarmed as she 
otherwise would have done, and without a word 
or sound of surprise hastened to apply the usual 
restoratives. Mrs. Stanhope soon revived, but 
May knew from past experience that for some time 
to come her place would be by her mother's couch. 
And so it proved; for as day by day passed slowly 
along Mrs. Stanhope appeared to grow weaker 
and weaker, and May could not be prevailed 
upon to leave her, even for a short ramble. Very 
often when May looked out upon the sunny valley 
stretching away from their cottage window, and 
heard glad songs poured from bush and tree, her 
eyes would fill with tears and last Vft»x\» ^^^^^^^ 
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throb heavily, as she thought that the spring- 
time's glory, in which she had so longed to revel, 
would depart ere her footsteps would be free to 
roam gaily as a butterfly from flower to flower 
and from meadow to meadow. But for her sick, 
patient mother she had always the sweetest of 
smiles, and would sing to her of the land ^ where 
everlasting spring abides' as cheerfully as if 
nothing had come to mar the enjoyment of her 
first spring at Tamside. 

When the south wind played softly in the 
vaUey, Mrs. Stanhope's couch was drawn to the 
open window, whilst May sat outside beneath the 
white-robed cherry-tree talking or reading to her. 
One sunny morning she was seated thus with a 
small Bible in her hand, out of which, in a sweet 
and distinct voice, she was recounting a few of 
the precious promises. The air was filled with 
the low buzz of honey-seeking bees, busy among 
the luscious cups of glowing gilliflowers, the 
drony murmur of her uncle's water-wheel below, 
and the blithe ploughman's whistle floating across 
the valley in cheery strains. 

*Iyeave thy fatherless children, I will preserve 
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tliem alive/ reached the ear of Mr. Bloomer, who 
had just entered by the door opposite to the open 
window under which May sat. His pleasant, 
good-tempered looking face was clouded almost 
to sadness, and his voice was surprisingly grave 
as approaching Mrs. Stanhope he said : * I Ve 
got bad news of brother Robert this morning, 
and as you and I are his only relatives I 'm going 
now to look after him. Little one, read that 
again,' he said, leaning over the broad window- 
seat ; * when the mind is overburdened it 's well 
to have something to counterbalance a little, and 
what I heard was altogether fresh.' 

* Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserve 
them alive, and let thy widows trust in Me,' 
repeated May, with her eyes upon her uncle's 
broad, sunburnt face. 

' Precious promise that, William ! ' said Mrs. 
Stanhope ; * it comes like balm to my soul when- 
ever I feel that I may not be with May much 
longer. But do you think there is any need for 
alarm as regards Robert; you know he has a 
constitution like iron, and is much younger than 
either you or me.' 
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Mr. Bloomer's reply was checked as he gazed 
upon his sister's pallid face ; so looking at his 
watch, he said, with as little concern as possible 
in his tone : * It is an accident, Rachel ; and 
accidents are awkward things to sum up. Where 
there is least hope there is often a fair result, 
while scratches sometimes work the greater evil/ 
And in a seeming bustle he left the house. But 
what Mr. Bloomer already knew did not reach 
his sister's ear untU the foUowing morning, when, 
in a gently worded letter, he told how without a 
moment's notice their brother had passed to the 
life immortal. 

Two or three hours later May sat sewing at 
the foot of her mother's couch, and singing in 
sweet, plaintive tones the comforting hymn which 
the invalid loved so well. Scarcely had the words 
left her lips,^- 

* E'en let the anknown to-morrow 
Bring with it what it may/ 

when Mrs. Bloomer, who had been listening un- 
perceived at the open door, entered with noisy 
step and a fierce glare in her eyes. 
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* It 's well enough for you, child, to sing such 
smooth things ; but troubles are troubles, I can 
tell you/ 

* Mother says this is the hymn which always 
does her so much good when she is in trouble ; 
did you never like it, aunt ? ' 

* Like it, child ! I never heard it before ; and 
I can't see how any one can be so spiritless as 
not to care whatever thunderbolt of sorrow may 
suddenly burst and crash. Mrs. Stanhope, you 
should teach your girl to face the world, for its 
iron blows will be none so feathery and light by- 
and-by. If justice be done, May will have her 
share of life's battle to fight ; but what is she 
prepared for ? Nought but smiles and sunshine. 
I 've a spirit to match any one's, and it 's well I 
have, for I ' ve seen plenty of darkness in mj^ 
day ; and now, when I am just settling down to 
spend a peaceful old age, the plough of fate turns 
up a fresh trouble, and I shall have those three 
rollicking boys hastening me to the grave. Girls, 
now, might have taken things ofi* my hands a 
bit, and let me have the rest I need ; but boys 
instead of helping will make hoxrt^ ^^l^^s^^'^s!^ 
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get into miscliief without end. I guess they are 
wild enough, so long motherless as they have 
been. If they are not drowned, with so much 
water about, or caught up in the machinery, I 
shall be surprised/ 

* Had it not have been for this attack, I would 
willingly have had little Jimmy to live here,' said 
Mrs. Stanhope, softly ; * he would be one less on 
your hands, and May there would be glad of a 
brother. It may be God's will that I be stronger 
by-and-by, and then I will do what I can to help 
you.' 

* Nay, nay, sister,' said Mrs. Bloomer, sub- 
dued by the invalid's calm reply ; * you have 
enough to do I am sure. When the time comes 
I daresay I shall manage well enough, only for the 
noise ; when people get to my age it 's hard they 
can't have a bit of peace.' 

* Do you not think we sometimes look in the 
wrong place for peace, sister ? ' returned Mrs. 
Stanhope; *we forget that He is our peace.* 
And as Mrs. Bloomer did not reply,, she con- 
tinued, * If our will is one with God's we shall not 
£x our thoughts upon the trial— which because 



THE TARNSIDE EVANGEL. 23 

God sends it must be best for us, — ^but on the good 
which it is designed to accomplish. Though 
the trial be hard and stern, the doing of God's 
will in patiently bearing that trial must be 
sweet, — 

" Thongli faints and falls eacli wilderness hope, 

And tlie lamp of faith bums dim, 
O ! I know where to find the honey drop 

On the bitter chalice brim. 
For I see, though veiled from my mortal sight, 

God's plan is all complete. 
Though the darkness at present be not light. 

And the bitter be not sweet." ' 

Mrs. Bloomer returned to the mill, puzzled to 
decide whether God's will had anything to do 
with herself or not; she never thought about 
Him, and so why should He think about her ? 
Poor Mrs. Bloomer ! she had never learnt the 
sweet truth that God first loves us ; that heavenly 
love is not kindled by earthly love, but earthly 
by heavenly. But the light was slowly dawning ; 
one small ray had entered her heart before the 
bridge leading to her home was crossed. It was 
the recollection of May's promise, ^^^^ts^sj^c^n^ 
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ask God to bless her. Was tlii^ the way in 
which those prayers were being answered ? was 
He indeed thinking of her, and sending a trial 
which would transform into a blessing? The 
boys had little or none of this world's goods, and 
what blessing could come with them she could 
not in the least imagine. More cheerfully she 
went about her daily duties ; for the thought that 
a blessing might come was encouraging, though 
the uncertainty as to what that blessing would 
be was, on the other hand, galling. Happy 
indeed are they who trustingly wait God's time, 
seeking only the blessing of the present ! 

A few days later May was busy at the mill, 
assisting her aunt in preparing for the arrival of 
Mr. Bloomer and the boys. The morning hours 
had been occupied with churning and baking, 
and but few remarks, save upon the work in hand, 
had passed between Mrs. Bloomer and May. The 
former was habitually silent and grave, and the 
natural stateliness of her person added a con- 
straint to her manner upon which May never dared 
to presume ; but when roused, as we have seen, 
3i>s.BJoomer'8 words were neither fewnor gentle. 
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As the afternoon wore on Mrs. Bloomer 
hastened at intervals to the open door, and 
scanned the brow of the hill along which the 
broad turnpike ran. She was getting anxious 
for a sight of her new charge, something of the 
old irritability was returning as passing hours 
stole the thought of the * blessing' from her 
mind. At length, with a weary expression of 
disappointment in her face, she sat down beside 
May, who, having finished her several tasks, was 
merrily playing with her uncle's favourite kitten. 

* You are happy enough to-day, child; I expect 
the thought of having your cousins for constant 
companions pleases you.' 

* I shall be very glad to have them, aunt ; 
and yet I can't bear to think I should rejoice 
through their sorrow. But mother says I must 
try to make them forget their trouble. Poor 
boys, they are fatherless like me ! I wonder if 
they will bring peace with them.' 

* Bring what ! Nothing besides themselves, 
I hope ; I 'm sure I want no boisterous animals 
here. Boys will be bother enough; and as to dogs, 
I never had one about me, ^xA\.^^N^t ^^^> 



A 
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exclaimed Mrs. Bloomer, with spasmodic vehe- 
mence. 

May laughed in spite of her aunt's angry 
earnestness. * I did not mean a dog, aunt ; but the 
love of Jesus which brings peace,joy, and happi- 
ness. The texts I repeat at breakfast this week 
are about peace : " And the work of righteous- 
ness shall be peace, and the effect of righteous- 
ness, quietness and assurance for ever. And My 
people shall dwell in a peaceful habitation, and 
in sure dwellings, and in quiet resting places." ' 

* Then is there peace for the righteous only ? ' 
said Mrs. Bloomer, scarcely aware that she spoke 
aloud. 

May, supposing the question to be addressed 
to her, strove to reply. *I think so, aunt; 
people who do not love God cannot be happy. 
O, yes I don't you remember it says in Isaiah, 
" There is no peace, saith my God, to the 
wicked " ? ' 

* To be sure,' said Mrs. Bloomer, ashamed 
to confess her ignorance to the girl, though she 
could not remember having seen or heard the 
words y)eiovQ. * If you will find me as many 
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places in the Bible as you can where it speaks 
about peace, I will give you a birthday treat/ 

Mrs. Bloomer scarcely knew what she 
promised, so anxious was she to know more of 
the peace to which she had been so long a 
stranger. And May had not time to thank her 
aunt before the rumble of wheels was heard on 
the bridge; and ere she had set the kitten 
tenderly upon its feet, three boys stood upon the- 
door-step. To May's surprise, Mrs. Bloomer 
clasped each one in her arms and kissed him 
silently, and smiled quite pleasantly as, rushing- 
into the kitchen, John the eldest, a boy of ten, 
rather noisily claimed May for his sister. 

* We have not a sister, aunt ; and girls are 
rare playfellows, aren't they, Robin ? ' 

* They are,' said Robin, who was two years: 
younger than Jqhn, whilst Jimmy, a shy little 
fellow of seven, scarcely raised his eyes to look 
upon his cousin. 




CHAPTER III. 



fONTRAEY to expectation, Mrs. 

Stanhope quickly rallied, so that 

May waa able to spend much time 

in helping at the mill and roaming 

y with her cousins about the country. 

' For some weeks there had been little 

rain , and as the sun shone brilliantly, thelate spring 

flowers bloomed earlier than was their wont. 

One unusually warm afternoon May tripped 
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gaily down the valley, pausing only before the 
big moss-greened wheel, with the water dripping 
coolingly from its moistened flanks. The roar 
of the water was unusually subdued; it appeared 
to the listening child as though a finger had 
been laid soothingly upon the foaming stream,, 
that the ponderous wheel had lost its power to 
fill the wide-stretching vale with deep, sonorous, 
music. May had passed on with quieter step, 
and a thoughtful gravity in her face. The- 
kitchen door stood open, the blind was lowered 
behind a row of window plants, and at the whitely- 
scoured table Mrs. Bloomer sat in aflbemoon attire> 
deeply interested in a volume before her. 

May was amazed ! for her aunt to read at 
any time was a marvel, much more in the prime 
of day, when she generally found so much to do. 
Almost unconsciously May faltered in her ap- 
proach, and felt startled when Mrs. Bloomer 
raised her head quickly, and fixed a pair of sharp, 
brown eyes upon her. 

* Come in, child,' she said ; * you'll be baked 
in the sun; it might be midsummer.' 

May advanced with her usual bright ^\fi^i&^^ 
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* I was so surprised to see you resting, aunt, 
tliat I was almost afraid something was wrong.' 

* No, no, dear ! I need a bit of rest now ; and 
you are so long bringing me the verses I asked 
you to find that I am looking for them myself/ 
replied Mrs. Bloomer, in a kindly tone, which 
she so seldom employed that May had given it 
the name of her * Sunday tone.' 

* I see by your face you are not all in earnest, 
^unt, for you know I have had but little leisure 
lately; but with mother's help I have found 
these ; ' and May drew from her pocket a sheet 
-of paper covered with childish writing. 

*You are a treasure, May! ' cried Mrs. 
Bloomer, as she eagerly scanned the paper. 

* The boys have gone to the timber-felling, in 
the far wood ; you had better go.' 

Ojff ran May, heedless of the heat, along mea- 
•dows fast ripening for the scythe and up slopes 
verdant with springing grain. But in the woods 
May loved most to revel, carpeted with the delicate 
blue of the forget-me-not. Here and there patches 
of the white species intermingled like clouds in the 
tinted sky, and the flush of orchids along the 



THE TARN SIDE E V ANGEL. . 3 1 

slimy margin reminded May of the sunset's glow. 
* The sky upon earth,' she often said, and such 
it very fairly represented. 

May was getting quite a country girl, fat and 
rosy and expert in scaling high baiJis and the 
wooden bars so often seen in rural hedgerows. 
She quickly tumbled over the barred aperture 
into the wood, and followed the narrow path 
which wound to the brow of the slope. There 
was a less circuitous path, but the flowers bent 
upon it, and May felt it would be wrong care- 
lessly to crush the life which God had clothed in 
so beautiful a form. 

* Halloo ! halloo ! halloo ! ' fell in a ringing 
cadence through the wood, and above the forget- 
me-not heads May discerned the capless brow of 
her cousin Robin speeding towards her. 

Robin was a gentle, thoughtful boy, very un- 
like his brothers, who, without being rpugh, were 
nevertheless full of fun and mischief. John and 
Jimmy were enraptured with the country on 
account of the scope it gave for their boyish 
frolics; but Robin's deeper and more poetic 
nature loved it for the sake of the h^-a^x^^^ *^i^ 
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unfolded, and the wide field of answers it pre- 
sented to his inquiring mind. Day by day he 
would tell May of what a flower had just taught 
him, or the lesson he had learned from a bird ; 
how the deep, shadowy river or a clear, pebble- 
paved brook had become his instructor; or 
recount the numerous problems which had been 
solved through watching the working of his 
uncle's mill. No wonder, then, that he and the 
gentle-hearted May became fast friends. 

* Halloo ! halloo ! halloo ! ' he shouted, and 
waved his cap in the air as the low cart-road 
along which he ran carried him below ken. 

* Where are you going, May ? ' he asked 
breathlessly, as the girl stepped towards him. 
* I was afraid aunt would not let you come out 
this afternoon, for when John asked if she would 
send you she said the floor must be sanded, and 
Aunt Rachel could not spare you till after two.' 

* The floor was sanded when I went down,* 
said May, in surprise, *and aunt was in her 
afternoon dress, and she had such a quiet face ; 
she looked so nice, Robin, I almost loved her.' 

* Have jou never loved her before, May ? ' it 
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was the boy*s turn for surprise now ; * I thought 
people always loved their relatives/ 

* I suppose they do/ said May, amused ; *but 
not aU alike, Robin. I loved Uncle Bloomer the 
moment I saw him ; but until this afternoon aunt 
has always reminded me of an empty house.' 

* What a funny girl you are, May ! And you 
have not said where you are going. It is a long 
way to the timber felling ; the men have moved 
on about a mile. Have you seen the heron's 
nests ? Then come ; they are not far ; just a 
little way round the curve.' 

A quick run soon brought them to a beauti- 
fully wooded knoll, where, high in the masts of 
gigantic trees, a party of herons had formed a 
colony. * Here is a dear little sofa,' said May ; 
* do rest a bit, Robin ; ' and she pointed to several 
trunks of the previous year's felling which formed 
a comfortable seat. For a few minutes they 
listened almost silently to the cry of the cranes, 
and then Robin asked why their Aunt Bloomer 
was like an empty house. 

* I can scarcely put it in words, Robin ; but I 
feel sure aunt has not got peace •• \£ ^^ V^s^^^i^ 
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would show in her face and tone, and I should 
love her. You know what I mean, Robin ? ' 

* No, I don't,' said the boy. * Of course I 
know what peace means; but people cannot 
always have it, I suppose.' 

* Yes, they can, Robin, the kind I mean. You 
know it comes from Jesus, and He is always with 
us. But, Robin, I believe aunt is wanting it now, 
and that had something to do with the sanded 
floor and her afternoon dress and the look which 
made me love her.' 

* What about uncle, Mav ? ' 

* I scarcely know, Robin. He always seems so 
kind and happy, that I think he must love Jesus ; 
but mother says she doubts it.' 

* People can be happy without that sort of 
thing, I should think ! But have you noticed 
how dull uncle is to-day ? ' 

* I have not seen him yet ; there he is, going 
home to tea ; he looks tired.' 

Just then Mr. Bloomer espied the children, 
and called Robin to him. The boys had overrun 
him, he said, and he had an important message 
to send to a neighbouring farm. Robin started 
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along a cross path, and May walked by her uncle's 
45ide. Neither spoke for some minutes, and then 
May slipped her small hand into his. * You are 
tired, uncle,' she said. 

* I am, little one ; tired in mind more than in 
body. You can't understand that.' 

*Have yoii anything nice to think about, 
uncle ? ' 

* I wish I had, dearie. You once gave me 
something, but I have nearly forgotten it ; do you 
remember what it was, — about the fatherless 
children ? ' 

* Yes, uncle, very well : " Leave thy fatherless 
children, I will preserve them alive, and let thy 
widows trust in Me ! " ' 

* Exactly; now can you tell me Who said that ?' 
' Mother has so often told me that I ought 

to be able to do so, uncle ; it was God. He was 
very angry with the people, who knew His will 
but did it not; but the innocent children and 
helpless wives He said He would protect and 
care for.' 

* But orphans are found the world over^ axs^i. 
not far between,' said Mr. BYoam^^^TCk>^iv£v^- 
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But May caught the words, and, looking up 
brightly, exclaimed : * Yet " not one of them is 
torgotten before God. " Do you remember telling 
me, uncle, as we rode to Tamside, that God 
never forgets the trees, that as long as they live 
He clothes and feeds them ; and God thinks far 
more of us than He does of them/ 

* ^hat a memory the child has* for sucb 
things ! ' he said, smiling ; and as they left the- 
wood he turned and glanced at the thickly- 
planted and firmly-rooted trees which thronged^ 
for nearly a mile along the hill side. 

* Not one forgotten,' he repeated mentally ;, 
and then the first time for many years his. 
thoughts went up to God. 

Robin's shrewd eyes had perceived the dis- 
content lurking in his imcle's countenance, and 
with a discernment beyond his years attributed 
the anxiety in a great measure to the burden 
imposed upon him by his own and his brothers' 
penniless condition. To May he disclosed his 
thoughts, and expressed his willingness to do 
^ii^thing towards his own maintenance. * John 
and I do help at times in tbe mill ; but uncle says. 
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we are too small for much, and as for Jimmy lie 
is altogether too young/ 

* Could not we gather cowslips, Robin ? they 
would sell for something/ 

* Well, we might try ; a few pence would be 
better than nothing. But, May, which are cow- 
slips?' 

* Fetch a large basket, and I will show you ; 
there are plenty in the meadows on this side the 
wood.' Eobin soon returned, and he and May 
worked dihgently until it was well filled. But 
how to dispose of the cowslips was the puzzle. 
May knew but few families above her own station 
in life, and these she felt sure would not care 
to buy what they could themselves so readily 
procure. 

* Should we try at the white house on the 
hill ? we are not far from the road which leads 
to it.' 

* Just the place,' cried Robin, enthusiastically, 
poising the basket upon his head. A brisk walk 
brought them to a wide wooden gate, through 
which May timidly passed ; but the boy urged 
her on until a sharp turn in the driyi^ ^isss^^^ 
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that they were in full view of a large white house, 
with spacious windows opening on to a terrace. 

* We have come the wrong way, Robin ; this 
only leads to the front,' whispered May, pulling 
desperately at her cousin's jacket. 

* Children ! children ! don't go back ; come 
here, and tell me what you want ; ' and a lightly 
clad figure appeared at the open window. May 
hesitated, but Robin, encouraged by the kindly^ 
tones, and eager for the sale of the cowslips, 
paced up quickly to the terrace steps. 

* If you please, ma'am. May and I have gathered 
these cowslips, which we wish to sell to help 
uncle, he works so hard for us ; we are orphans,** 
he added, forgetting May was present. 

* Poor children ! ' the young lady exclaimed, 
and retiring from the window, but quickly re- 
turning with a plate of delicate buns. * Little- 
girl,' she said, * come right up here ; I want you.' 

May coyly advanced, and as she held out her 
hand for the proffered bun a white-headed gen- 
tleman appeared at the window, and let drop 
into it a bright half-crown. 

* 0, sir, this is more than they are worth, for 
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we were not long gathering them; God has 
strewn them so thickly.' May spoke distinctly, 
for her shyness was put to flight by the fear that 
she was taking more than was justly due to her. 

But the old gentleman was resolved that she 
should keep the half-crown, and the children 
started home. ' Here, Robin,* said his cousin, 
holding out the coin. 

'No, no,* cried Robin, for May's unselfish 
spirit was gradually taking hold upon the boy ; 
' it was given to you; besides, it 's all your doing 
that we gathered the cowslips.' 

Great was Mr. Bloomer's surprise when May 
and Robin placed their first earnings in his 
band, teUing Mm that the money was for his. 
own use ; for the children did not state the 
reason which led them to gather the cowslips. 





CHAPTER IV. 

RS. BLOOMER kept lier promise 
respecting May's birthday treat, 
the particulars of which we have 
not space to give; but all present 
ao;reed that they had never before seen 
'^Mrs. Bloomer so bright and cheerful, 
and she herself declared that she did not re- 
member the time when she felt so happy as she 
did that day. 

'Quick as jou are, May, you can't find a 
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Terse to explain that/ said Mrs. Bloomer the 
following morning, when again remarking upon 
the pleasure of the previous day. 

* But I can, aunt : "It is more blessed 
to give that to receive," ' returned the child 
promptly; for these words had sprung to her 
mind as she beheld Mrs. Bloomer's brightened 
♦countenance. 

* I never heard the like ! ' exclaimed Mrs. 
Bloomer ; * you make the Bible fit everything.' 

May did not reply ; but Mrs. Stanhope, who 
was mending a rent in Jimmy's jacket, said in 
her usual quiet way : * It seems so natural to say 
the Bible fits everything; but when we think 
about it, it is everything which fits the Bible. 
The Book is so true, that our lives must answer 
to it.' 

When alone that afternoon Mrs. Bloomer 
searched long and patiently for the verse May 
had quoted ; but though failing to find the one 
she sought, her attention was arrested by others, 
which were as nails fastened in sure places. 
* Come imto Me, all ye that labour, and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest,' sank like hdbsv 
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into her wounded soul. Was this indeed all 
that Christ required of her, when for more than 
fifty years she had kept as far as possible from 
Him ? One passage she could readily com- 
prehend, the * Depart, ye cursed ; ' for why should 
they dwell in Christ's glory who had done their 
utmost to set Him at naught ? But that rest 
should be granted for the simple coming was 
altogether contrary to nature. Contrary to whose 
nature ? Sitting there, with her unread Bible 
before her, she know not Him Whose thoughts 
are not as our thoughts, Whose ways are not 
as our ways, and Whose property is always to 
have mercy. As she pondered, the memory of 
the past day's pleasure came like a refreshing 
breeze across her soul. Ah ! now she had got a 
clue to the secret of God's great happiness ; for if 
her endeavour to gratify for a few short hours 
but two or three of her fellow creatures had cast 
such a radiance upon her path, what mighty 
floods of joy must flow back to Him, Who was 
ever pouring lavish gifts upon earth's wayward 
sons ! 

Juno was now in its full glory ; the mower' a 
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scythe was busy in the ripened grass ; but the 
husbandman shook his head, and walked with less 
buoyant step, for the produce of the meadows 
was little more than half of what it had been 
in previous years. Dry and crisp from lack of 
rain, and sparingly spread upon the hot, parched 
ground, beneath the intense rays of a vertical sun> 
it needed but little time and labour to prepare it 
for winter store. Still day after day passed, and 
not a cloud floated beneath the sun-Ut blue. A 
few showers which had fallen as a last legacy 
from the hands of May had loug since done their 
utmost mission. The bank deepened on either 
side the slumbrous Tarn, and the brisk stream 
which worked Mr. Bloomer's wheel changed its 
rushing notes to low, lazy undertones. 

One morning May had taken her uncle's 
luncheon to the field, and was returning by the 
river's side, when her attention was attracted by 
a girlish figure seated beneath a shady elm. An 
open book lay upon her knee, but May wondered 
why she so fi'equently raised her head and gazed 
so intently at the pencil, which she now and again 
held up at arm's length. Presently she turned 
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her head, and with a bright smile called the child 
to her. May gladly answered the summons, for 
the smile and tone recalled to her mind the young 
lady at the white house who offered the buns 
when she and Robin called with cowslips. 

* I have been sketching the water-wheel,* she 
said, seeing that May's eyes rested upon her 
drawing : * it is not at all to my mind, but if you 
care to have it you may ; ' and tearing out the 
leaf she put it in May's hand. 

* Thank you ; uncle will be pleased ; he thinks 
fio much of his wheel.' 

* Then that is your uncle's mill. Is the stone 
house just beyond the bridge your home ? I 
remember your brother said you were orphans, 
^nd that you lived with an uncle.' 

* Robin is not my brother, but my cousin. He 
and John and Jimmy live there, because their 
parents are dead; but mother and I have the 
thatched cottage on the hill. You know Uncle 
Bloomer ? ' 

* I believe not ; for some years I have been 
at school away from England, and returned only 
Jast Easter. I came home ill, and was not well 
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enough to come here until nearly a month ago ; 
but this country air has done me so much good> 
that grandfather, with whom I am staying, says 
I must winter here/ 

* I fancied the old gentleman who gave me 
the half-crown was your grandfather, and I have 
been wondering whether his white head ' 

* What have you been wondering ? ' asked her 
companion, for May paused abruptly. 

* Whether his white head is a crown of 
glory/ 

* What can the child mean ? * And Nettie 
Gower looked up with a face equally puzzled and 
amused. 

* You know it is not, unless God*s smile be 
upon it,' May answered ; * there is no glory in 
the heavens when the sun is hidden/ 

* Of course the sky is beautified by the sun, 
but I do not see that anything could alter grand- 
father's head/ 

* Not his head as we see it. Miss Nettie ; but 
if his soul is changed into God's image, and 
reflects God's smile, his hoary head is a crown of 
glory/ 
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^ I don't think half so much about God as 
you do; I recollect you said it was He Who 
made the cowslips/ 

* God is always thinking of us, Miss Nettie ; 
always doing something for us ; He never forgets 
us, though we often forget Him/ 

* Is it wrong to forget God ? ' 

* It must be, for Scripture says so/ 

* Does it ? Will you tell me what it says ? ' 
May could not readily answer, but Nettie 

waited patiently. At length May said, * " The 
wicked shall be turned into hell, and all the 
nations that forget God/' ' 

* How strange that I have never noticed that 
word ** forget," for the passage is very familiar ! 
I thought it spoke of the wicked only, and you 
know I don't class myself among the wicked/ 

From that day Nettie Gower frequently sat 
under the thickly-foliaged elm ; but her sketch of 
the mill-wheel progressed very slowly, for so 
many thoughts radiated from that morning's chat 
with May, that often the pencil was forgotten. 
With other eyes she gazed upon the peaceful 
valley, ihe corn-clad uplands, and the forest 
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trees clapping their hands in Jehovah's praise. 
"God here ! God there ! Gradually her untu- 
tored soul perceived the finger of the great 
Invisible. His thought, and man's unthought': 
how wide the contrast ! Every blade of grass 
revealed the Infinite, and yet on plain and slope 
the mower had whetted his scythe and laid low 
the nutritious herbage, unmindful of Him ' Who 
makes the grass the hills adorn.' Then followed 
the question, * How does God regard man's for- 
.getfiilness ? As the small dust of the balance ? 
No ! ' cried Nettie, * a thousand times no ! for the 
wicked and the forgetful are as one before God ; 
to each He has appointed the same end : " the 
wicked shall be turned into hell, and all the 
nations that forget God." ' 

Nettie often longed to see May again, but 
the fruit season had set in, and the child found 
almost constant employment .at the neighbouring 
farms in gathering fruit for the market. John 
and Kobin helped their uncle in the fields, and 
so useful were they becoming, that he half 
faltered in his resolve to give them the benefit of 
two or three years' schooling. But for hla df^-^^sL 
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brother's sake lie determined that they should 
have such an education as would fit them for 
success in life. 

As July approached the weather became 
intensely sultry, and Mrs. Stanhope sank beneath 
its influence. May was nurse again, and her 
gentle fingers and gentle words conveyed heal- 
ing more efiectually than did medicine. At that 
time what would Nettie Gower have given for 
May's sweet ministry ! Prostrate on her softly 
pillowed bed, she had no one to tell her of Jesua 
the sin-bearer, the peace giver, the life, the 
health, the bliss of all who believe. Of earthly^ 
comfort she had no lack ; but her feet were upon 
the river, her face was towards its waters, and 
the city gates beyond were closed to her. All a 
mother's watchful tenderness, all the luxuries 
that wealth might gather, could not for one 
moment imfold those pearly doors nor cast one 
glory-ray upon the river. But to Mrs. Stanhope 
there was no darkness in the tide, and May's 
singing seemed as an echo of the angels' songs, 
for the present and future were gloriously 
Wended. 



THE TARN SIDE EVANGEL. 49 

Quite early one Sunday afternoon Mrs. 
Bloomer mounted the hill, having bidden May 
seek a little fresh air whilst she attended to the 
invalid. Her husband, she said, was waiting in the 
valley, for the boys had suddenly disappeared, and 
it was long since he had had a walk with May. 

Save in the woods there was but little shelter 
that hot July day, so they took the path by 
the river with its overhanging willows and few 
shady sycamores. Under one of these they at 
length rested, for the sim's heat was intolerable^ 
and the water seemed at least cool to gaze upon. 
They had not sat many minutes before the sound 
of rapid feet was heard, and John Bloomer 
rushed into the shade, followed by his brother 
Jinmiy and five boys of similar ages. 

*Tell a tale, May; a bit of "Crusoe" or 
" Swiss Family Robinson " ? ' 

* I must not tell those to-day, John.* 

* Then let it be the one you promised last 
Sunday about the sick soldier.' 

The boys lent an eager attention as they lay 
in a half-circle at May's feet, and Mr. Bloomer 
said how gladly he would become a listener. 
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May could not account for the preference, for 
the story of the leprous Naaman was ever a 
favourite with her ; but that afternoon, in spite 
of John's request, she told of Cain's envy, and 
of his deed, which none but God beheld. With 
all the eloquence of childish simplicity her 
words feU upon the summer air, mingling their 
melody with the drowsy hum of laden bees, 
which hovered about the blossoms of a spreading 
honey-suckle. 

* We must all be Abels,' she said, when the 
narrative was finished ; * not ill-natured and 
revengeful like Cain, for God knows all our 
thoughts, and will punish us for our sins.' 

* I don't want to be an Abel,' said a black- 
eyed boy, as he watched a fleet-footed beetle 
meandering through the warm grass. 

* Why do you not ? ' asked May, in surprise ; 
for Abel's character had ever had a charm for 
her. 

* Because I don't want to be killed.' 

May quickly recollected the answer her mother 
had made to £i little fellow at Boumash, who 
one day made a similar objection ; but she had 
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scarcely given liiin to see how preferable was 
Abel's death to Cain's crime and punishment 
when her eye fell upon something dark which 
lay beneath an ancient thorn that was slowly 
-dying in the arms of a clinging honey-suckle. 

* It 's only Robin/ said John ; but as he 
raised his head for a clearer view, there was an 
unusual pallor upon his brow. 

* Jimmy,' said Mr. Bloomer, * go and wake 
jour brother very gently ; and, mind, you boys 
are never again to sleep on the Tarn banks ; it 
is a miracle he has not fallen in.' 

Jimmy rose to do his uncle's bidding, and 
John and his companions at once dispersed, for' 
the afternoon was nearly passed. Mr. Bloomer 
and May turned towards home, but paused as a 
loud, merry laugh broke from Jimmy's lips. 

*It's his jacket that is napping, but I've 
roused it,' he cried, running down the path with 
Robin's cap and jacket hoisted on a stick. * We '11 
hide it. May, and you'll see whether he ever 
leaves it there again.' 

* Robin deserves to lose it for his careless- 
ness,' said Mr. Bloomer, a little testilj^ * But 
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come with me ; I dare say he is not far off, and 
you must not hide it.' 

May hastened home, and Mrs. Bloomer 
returned to the mill, where she was soon waiting- 
for her husband and the boys to come in to tea. 
But the hour slowly passed, and they did not 
arrive ; again and again she stood at the door, 
shading the sun from her eyes as she peered 
down the valley. Unbroken silence reigned 
around ; birds and bees were still now, and how 
quiet seemed the river ! No murmur of wave^ 
no quiver of leaf. Was this outer calm an 
emblem of the peace which at that moment filled 
her soul ? By Mrs. Stanhope's couch she had 
felt the power of God, and yielding herself into 
His hands, had received, as a pledge of His. 
acceptance, that peace which the world can 
neither give nor take away. Never before had 
the valley with its girdle of hills appeared so* 
lovely, nor the blessings sun-printed on herb and 
tree been so distinctly observed. At last Mrs. 
Bloomer had learned, that nature's beauties can 
only be truly discerned through the God Who 
222ade them. 
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Mrs. Bloomer was still at tlie door when her 
liusband with John and Jimmy came hurrying 
down the river's side, the latter carrying Robin's 
•cap and jacket. Mrs. Bloomer' s heart filled with 
anxiety, and fixing eyes full of concern upon 
her eldest nephew, she inquired, * John, where 
is the boy ? ' 

It was something so new for his aunt to put 
rso much love into her tone, that hot, sorrowfiil 
tears welled up and filled his eyes. * 0, aunt,' 
he cried convulsively, * do tell me he is safe ? * 

For answer, Mrs. Bloomer folded the sobbing 
Ijoy in her arms, and leading him indoors, 
whispered, * " They cried unto the Lord in their 
trouble, and He saved them out of their 
distresses." ' 

A few minutes later. May was sitting on the 
door-step, for her mother had fallen into a long- 
bought sleep, and the evening air, laden with the 
fragrance of rose and mignonette, had lured 
her to enjoy its sweets. Greatly siuprised 
was she to see her cousin enter the gate with 
•eyes red and tearfiil, yet fiill of a strange 
excitement. 
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* 0, May, May ! Cain's curse is upon me ;. 
I 've kiUed Robin ! ' 

The girl sprang to her feet, whilst every' 
particle of colour forsook her face. ^ Where \s^ 
Kobin ? ' she gasped. 

John was not the second to whom the inquiry 
liad come, * Where is thy brother ? ' so forgetful 
are we that the lives of others are in our hands, 
that we were bom to bless and gladden and not 
to pass by those whom God looks upon as our 
brethren. 

* I don't know, unless he 's in that horrid 
river. Uncle says it's too shallow where his^ 
clothes were found, but there's plenty of deptk 
higher up.' 

* I thought you said you kiUed him ! ' 

* So I have. I was envious like Cain, and 
told him to keep out of my sight, for I wanted 
never to see him more ; but I would give any- 
thing now if God would only bring him back.* 

* Have you asked Him, John ? ' 

* I 've tried. May, but I can't. Robin has^ 
taken me at my word, and so has God;' and in a 
burst of frenzy he tore through the gate and 
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down the hill. His- uncle and two men had 
already started to search the river, and Mrs. 
Bloomer, calm but anxious, was making for the 
woods. During the next half-hour John sought 
frantically, until, in utter exhaustion, he sank 
upon the dewy earth and cried aloud to God. 





CHAPTER V. 

' Jolm, lying alone with the burden 
of his sin pressing heavily upon 
him, the minutes seemed like hours. 
No living creature was visible, and 
all around was silent as the grave. 
* Robin ! Robin ! ' he shouted with 
failing voice, for his throat was hot and parched, 
and in his despair was startled to catch what he 
thought was a faint and distant response. For 
a moment his heart stood still and his tongue 
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re&sed to move ; but a nearer repeat at once 
told that it was the plaintive cry of a solitary- 
heron, which left the wood near to the place 
where John lay, and then soared higher and 
higher as was its wont in twilight hours. 

*Was it so with Robin?' the boy asked 
himself; 'had he parted from his fellows and 
gone up to the unseen Eternal, gone in the 
brightness of his boyhood, driven from the earth 
hj a brother's wrath ? How he longed for a 
thunder tone that could reach his brother's ear, 
-even in the deep sleep of unanswering death ! 
but though he strove to re-utter the cry, his 
Toice was lost in sobs. Unable to overcome his 
•emotion, he buried his face in the tufted grass, 
and wept convulsively: '0 God! where is 
Hobin ? ' 

A quick step, the pressure of a small hand 
on his shoulder, and, * I 'm here, John,' at onco 
raised the boy to his feet, and with a heart ftill 
of gratitude to the great Deliverer he wound 
his arms about his brother, and begged his 
forgiveness. 

' If I 've anything to forgive, I do it gladly ; 
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but I knew you did not mean what you said* 
I did not intend to go far when I left my jacket ; 
but it was so shady in the wood, and I wandered 
on and on, till somehow I lost my way. I got 
tired at last, and sat down, and when aunt 
found me I was fast asleep. Why, John, how 
ill you look ! did you think I was dead ? ' 

* I did, Robin ; and worse than that, I knew 
I had killed you.' 

* Nay, nay, John ; you could not do that with. 
May so near.' 

* God was nearer than May, and yet I did it, 
Robin. I did it in my heart, and God said, 
" Thy brother's blood crieth unto Me from the- 
grotmd." 0, Robin ! those words will follow 
me through life ; but I will be an Abel, or die. 
God has been so terribly near and yet so kind 
that I cannot, I dare not but love Him.' This 
was not the only time John proved his heavenly 
Father true to His word : * Before they call I 
will answer ; and while they are yet speaking, I 
will hear.' 

When Mrs. Stanhope was again able to attend 
to her household duties, August was dyeing the^ 
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cornfields in her own pure gold, and casting a 
rosy flush upon the laden orchards. Kefreshing 
showers had called up a brighter green on leaf 
and blade, but were insufficient to revive tho 
long-silenced bubbling of spring and brook. 
May missed these wordless singers, who in the- 
early summer had murmured their music below 
the fern-draped banks; and a sadness entered 
her spirits whenever she looked upon her uncle's 
wheel as it stood motionless day after day. 
There was no twinkling sparkle upon the stream 
which had so long rushed and roared about its 
time-blackened form ; and the usually noisy and 
foaming fall could scarcely be heard. May was 
aware now why the cheery smile so seldom 
played about her uncle's lips ; he was anxious for- 
the welfare of the boys, whom he regarded as 
his own sons. In days gone by, it seemed as 
though his wife carried the burdens of both, but 
now as if she had moved the entire load to his 
shoulders; for as she went busily about the 
house, or sat often to a late hour marking or 
mending the boys' clothing, a calm serenity 
rested upon her face, which the trials of her 
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•daily life were weak to dispel. In prosperity it 
had been so easy for Mr. Bloomer to store up 
sunbeams, that he did not wonder his wife 
^appeared unconcerned when the perplexities of 
the bread-winner had no part in her household 
•care ; but he did wonder to see the formerly 
stern features relax in kindly smiles, and to 
hear words of blessing pass those lips which 
vfor years had spoken so harshly. 

One evening, when the boys were settled for 
the night, he sat watching her as shfe added 
fititch to stitch with a weariness of frame but 
not of spirit. * Hannah,' he said at length, 
'*everytlimg has gone wrong since brother 
Eobert died.' 

Mrs. Bloomer's nimble fingers instantly 
•ceased their plying, and fell inactively upon her 
knee. * William, you surely do not think a 
-curse has come with the boys ? To me they 
have brought nothing but blessings.' 

* Dear me, Hannah, how changeable you are ! 
when first the news came no one lamented 
louder than did you.' 

* I own it, William. In that day I trusted 
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to my own strength, but God has taught mo- 
that His strength is suflBcient for all things. 
Just as He sent an angel to stop Balaam, so He 
sent one of His loving messengers to show me- 
that my way was not perfect before Him. 
Balaam's are not the only curses that have been 
turned into blessings, nor the angel he saw 
the only spirit sent to direct.' 

* Has May had aught to do with the bless- 
ing?' asked Mr. Bloomer, as he rose anct 
paced about the room. The unwelcome thought 
was in his mind that probably God had sent the 
child as a messenger to him, and he had despise* 
her message. But then he told himself that she^ 
had not had anything to do with the boys' 
coming, and all his anxieiy and unrest had been- 
on their account. Suddenly he halted, and 
stood for a moment as if rivetted to the spot, 
for fresh to his recollection came the words- 
May had uttered in his hearing as he sought his 
brother' & death-bed : * Leave thy fatherless chil- 
dren, I will preserve them alive.' Was it she 
who first gave expression to this joint command 
and promise? No; Mr. Bloomer remembered 
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the Book open before her, and knew she re- 
hearsed the words of the mighty Father. 

Then God had sent her with a message to 
him, which he had utterly disregarded ; instead 
of placing the boys in God's hands, he had 
thought his own arm sufficient, and now he was 
reaping the consequences. Alas ! that he had 
been so slow to heed, that he had refused aid 
when offered; for now his own strength was 
^turned to weakness, and there seemed none to 
help. 

Some time after Mrs. Bloomer had answered 
his question he moved to the open door, and 
gazing up to the darkening heavens, looked for 
a trace of Him * Who maketh the clouds His 
chariot.' But the evening star came out with 
merry twinkle, and the moon cast her silvery 
smile athwart the spreading purple, and still 
there was no promise of the rain so long desired 
^and so sorely needed. To Mr. Bloomer it 
seemed as though rain was at that time the 
highest blessing that could come to him; and 
♦only as the dispenser of a gift so valuable did he 
iStrive to behold the world-wide Ruler. 
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* Whither away. Maiden May ? ' cried Mr. 
Bloomer, the following afternoon, as entering a 
rustling corn-field he espied his little niece in 
advance of him. 

* Miss Nettie Gower has sent for me, uncle ; 
the servant says she has been very ill, but leaves 
her room now for a few hours during the day.' 

*I think you are better away, though I 
understand there is no harm to be taken; but 
sick-rooms are dull places generally, yom* sunny 
face would not match them at all.' 

* Mother wishied me to go, uncle ; and if Miss 
Nettie is dull and sad, I should be really selfish 
if I did not try to cheer her.' 

* And I guess you will not have to . try very 
much, for I believe it must do any one good to 
only look at your bright face.' 

* Why, uncle, that is just what mother said of 
jours, when first we came here.' 

Mr. Bloomer changed his tone : * Does not 
she still think so. May ? ' 

The question was put so pointedly that May 
oould not evade an answer, but very reluctantly 
she said : ^ Mother thinks you look so wean|j|B» 



64 THE TARNSIDE EVANGEL. 

now that you remind her of a garden without 
rain. She says, she wishes you knew Him Who- 
said, " I will be as the dew unto Israel." ' 

* She was telling me of Him this morning, for 
we had a long talk whilst you were down at the 
mill, though she did not say she had noticed any 
cliauge in me.' 

*Do you know what mother meant by the 
dew, uncle ? I had not time to ask her.' 

* Indeed, I do, child; the dew has been a 
friend to me ever since my boyhood days ; for 
instance, during these dry months everything 
would have been burnt up but for the heavy 
dews we have had.' 

* Then I suppose mother meant that God 
does for us what the dew does for the — the *" 

*For vegetation,' said Mr. Bloomer, as he 
playfully lifted May over a stile into another 
field, where glistening waves of slightly tinted 
corn swayed to and fi^o in the rising breeze. 
Beside the path, a scarlet poppy here and there 
unfurled its petals, and the more modest hue of 
the corn-cockle gleamed out below the ripening 
ears. * Yes, child ; the dew is a grand thing in 
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its place, but we should be badly off if it had to 
serve us wholly for rain. For example; look 
at this field of grain: the ground was well 
ploughed and sown, and the young shoots came 
up strong and promising; but see now how 
dwarfed it is, and how the ears are fast ripen- 
ing, though only partially matured. This dry 
season has gone ill with your uncle, May; it 
has shrivelled up half his crops, and stopped 
the working of his wheel.' 

* Mother says the God of the dew is the God 
of the rain, uncle. We were reading one morn- 
ing of the wicked king to whom God sent 
neither dew nor rain for three years ; but Elijah 
prayed, and sent his servant to watch the sky 
until God answered; and very soon the cloud 
came and then the rain. And if we pray for 
rain, as Elijah did, I think God will send it, 
uncle.' 

O, what a flood of light broke into Mr. 
Bloomer's soul, for again he perceived that once 
more God had sent His messenger laden with 
words of love 1 The showers were in His keep- 
ing, and through her He said, * Ask, and ye shall 
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receive.' And along the hard, white turnpike 
he went with an Elijah's petition upon his lips, 
and something of an Elijah's faith within hi& 
heart. And May, too, as she turned towards- 
Nettie's home, scanned the heavens with earnest 
eyes ; but though no heralding cloud met her 
gaze, she felt that in some way which she could 
not define there was the sound of an abundance- 
of rain. But Mr. Bloomer heard it as coursing 
the hill-top the longing leaves whispered to 
one another of the story told by the breeze, how 
fleets of teeming rain-clouds were already sailing 
darkly up the blue ; though the earth would not 
feel the welcome patter until another day's sun 
had set. 

A little later Mr. Bloomer crossed his thres- 
hold saying, * Hannah, God is in very deed " a 
present help in time of trouble." I had been 
spared much care had I learnt earlier to cast it 
all upon Him. We may expect rain to-morrow, 
for He has put His signs in the trees.' 

A good-tempered looking girl was turning 
away a flock of geese as May reached Mr. 
Gower's door. *You are come to see Misa 
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Nettie,' slie said ; * follow me, my mistress is 
waiting for you.' And after passing through 
what seemed to the child an interminable suc- 
cession of kitchens and passages, they entered 
the hall, where a pair of stately alabaster figures, 
raised their sightless eyes amid a flood of soft> 
violet-tinted light. 

Instantly a tall lady with snowy curls stepped 
fi'om one of the rooms, and taking May's hand 
between her own, said with a smile of motherly 
tenderness : * You are a kind girl to leave your 
play for a sick-room, and I fear you will find 
poor Nettie very fretfid, for her mother left but 
yesterday, and she has not got used to her absence 
yet. But I shall be truly grateful if you can 
take her off my hands for a little while ; and if 
you do not milid, I will leave you alone, as several 
important matters at this moment reqiure my 
attention.' 

May tripped up the stairs by Mrs. Gower's 
side, but her strongly soled boots fell noiselessly 
upon the thick carpets. The tastily fiirnished 
bedroom, which she was told was Nettie's, nearly 
bewildered her ; but it was quickly passed^ q.w3^ 
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Mrs. Gower gently pushed open a softly-swing- 
ing folding door, and there lay Nettie upon a 
gay-cusbioned couch, which was drawn np to the 
window of a cheerful and almost luxuriously 
furnished room. 

' O, Misa Nettie, how good of you to send 
for me ! ' 

For reply, the invalid seized her hand and 
burst into tears. May turned, but Mrs. Gower 
had left the room. 





CHAPTER VI. 

]\AT was so little accustomed to tears 
of this nature, that in spite of Mrs. 
Gower's TTaming she failed to in- 
terpret the cause of Nettie's strange 
^ .. reception. For some time she regarded 
' " her mutely, but at length with childish 
impulsiveness cried, ' I Miss Nettie, I thought 
you wished to see mo ! ' 

Instantly the sick girl uncovered her tear- 
stained face. ' Do not misjudge me, Ma^ \ ^-*o^3, 
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jour kindness which was too much for me. I 
could not make myself believe that you would 
care to leave your play to talk to a sick girl/ 

It was May's turn to feel injured, and her 
tone revealed the feeling as she replied : * You 
surely do not think I could be so selfish. Miss 
Nettie. I am strong to roam about the meadows 
and enjoy the flowers and sunshine, and you are 
ill and tired of lying here ; when I asked mother 
if I might come, she merely said, " Freely ye have 
received, freely give." Then I asked her to tell 
me what to say, for you are a lady. Miss Nettie, 
and I am a poor child ; but she said, " Nay, May- 
bud — ^mother often calls me Maybud, though 
my proper name is Maila, — Miss Nettie has 
sent for you to visit her ; if she had wished to 
have me to talk to her she would have sent for 
me." But, Miss Nettie, I cannot think of any- 
thing that you will care to hear, and yet Mrs. 
Gower said you were so lonely and tired of your 
own thoughts ; ' and the child passed a glance of 
true compassion upon her sick friend. 

But Nettie's face was no longer sad and 
dejected; her late emotion had called up and 
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left a throbbing flush upon her cheeks, and her 
eyes and hps were the unwary entertainers of 
a bright and amused smile. ' My dear, you are 
the best little evangel that could possibly come 
to me.' Then, with sudden enthusiasm, she 
-exclaimed, * There! you have won the half- 
-crown.' 

' Won the half-crown ! ' May slowly repeated 
in a puzzled tone. 

* Certainly you have. Grandpapa said he 
would give half-a-crown to the first person who 
made me smile/ 

* But I did not make you smile, Miss Nettie ; 
I made you cry.' 

* To be sure you did ; I 'm not clever enough 
to make any one cry and laugh in a single quarter 
hour, and that is what you have done. I was 
amused that you should think you had nothing 
to say, when at the very time you Avere interest- 
ing me with pleasant news. I did not know 
before that your name was Maila, nor that you 
had so wise and tender a mother.' 

This tribute of praise, which May felt her 
mother so well merited, touched the deep-rooted 
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affection of her heart, and struck a chord whoso- 
music none could silence. * Miss Nettie, if you 
knew my mother you would love her ; Uncle* 
Bloomer says he never saw a woman who could 
make so many people happy before.' 

* But happiness depends upon one's state or 
circumstances ; all the world could not make me- 
happy so long as I lie here scarcely a moment 
free from pain, and so weary, weary, often too- 
weary even to cry.' 

* Mother was telling Robin yesterday — Robin^ 
you know. Miss Nettie, wants to be a great man 
some day; not rich, he says he does not care for- 
money, but he wants to bo very wise. He told 
us that when he got a large room lined round 
with books he would be happy ; but mother said :. 
" Robin, my boy, books such as you desire are- 
very good things ; but if you had the world full 
of them they would never make you really happy : 
true happiness comes from God only." ' 

* Then why does God let me be miserable ? ** 
ejaculated the sufferer bitterly, flinging her 
long, thin arms upon the silken coverlid in 
desperation. 
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May's heart so swelled with pity, that, en- 
tirely forgetting herself, she threw her plump, 
sun-burnt arms round Nettie's neck, and hiding 
her face upon her shoulder, exclaimed in a tono 
of mingled joy and compassion, * Miss Nettie, 
God does not let you, you let yourself; He loves^ 
you more than any one else does, and if you 
loved Him you would be happy ; ' and then the 
child sprang up, and added Avith a face full of 
her heart's sunshinq, * It 's because I love God 
that I am so happy ! ' 

Nettie smiled again ; and then, as if she- 
had made some great discovery, she exclaimed, 
* Then that is the secret, child May.' 

May started, for through the folding-door Mr. 
Gower had softly entered and stolen to her side. 

* Grandpapa, this little creature has actually 
won the half-crown.' 

* Nay ! never ! ' and through his gold- 
rimmed spectacles the old gentleman measured 
May with his eye. * Come here, poppet, and tellr 
me how you managed it.' 

* If you please. Sir, I don't think I have- 
managed it. I made Miss Nettie cry ; Miss Nettie- 
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said I did. I know she smiled afterward, but 
that was at me, not because I made her/ 

* Xo matter, sunny, you won the first smile, 
and so are entitled to the reward ; or, stay, which 
will you have, the silver coin, or a couple of 
nice speckled chickens ? ' 

In her exuberance of delight, May executed 
a trio of quick gyrations on one foot, as little 
girls sometimes do in those glad moments of 
anticipated enjoyments which glance like the 
wings of bright-hued birds across the soberer 
tones of their lives. * The chickens, the chickens, 
if you please ! ' and for a moment May forgot the 
invalid, and fancied herself already trotting home 
with the dear little chickens chuckling in her 
basket, 

Nettie's delighted laugh recalled her. *It is 
no use keeping you longer to-day,' she said teas- 
ingly ; * run home with the chicks, and tell your 
mother you 've done me a world of good.' 

* Were mother to see me she would say I 'm 
too boisterous to be here. Miss Nettie, I will 
be quieter if I may but come again some day ; 
but when my heart is glad it will speak.' 
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And God our Father says to the heart of 
every child whom He has created, * Bo glad, 
and free, and happy ! Take gratefully, rejoic- 
ingly, little lambs of My flock, the sunshine 
which I give you, the green fields which I spread, 
and the beautiful flowers which 1 sprinkle about 
you, and in My gifts learn to love Me.^ ! tho 
love of God, how sweet, how strong, how sure 
it is, and how near to our grasp ! for abundantly 
as the light surrounds and blesses us, God's love 
hangs about our way, seeking, yea, pressing an 
•entrance into our hearts, and God's love hath 
no night. 

* And what to those who lind ? Ah I this 

Nor tongue nor pen can show ; 
The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but His loved ones know,' 

because * the secret of the Lord is with tlioin 
that fear Him/ 

Mr. Gower attended May through tho long, 
.solitary lanes until, within sight of hor mother's 
<5ottage, he left her to display her now treasures. 
The bright autumn day, which was just dying on 
the distant hills, had been a beautiful and por- 
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feet gift of God unto every one who had lived 
and rejoiced in it ; but there was no gladness of 
gratitude in the heart of Mr. Gower that sun- 
set, though the west wind cooled the fever of 
the dying day, and though everything on the 
earth beneath and the sky above spoke to the 
worshipping heart of God's love. 

* Hannah ! sing the doxology ; the drops are 
coming, many and large ; ' and Mr. Bloomer 
threw open the lattice of his chamber, and lean- 
ing out let the cool, long looked-for drops- 
patter upon his face and hands. 

The wind, which through the day had so- 
boisterously told its tale, was now lying silently 
sleeping in the valley, nor moon nor star broke- 
through the veil of clouds with friendly gleam. 
When last the starry host had thronged the^ 
heavens like perforations into glory, Mr. Bloomer 
had gazed upon them with silence of soul ; but 
now through the dense, unbroken blackness his- 
spirit soared without aid of star, and bowed in 
adoration at the feet of Him from Whom every 
good and perfect gift alone descends. Happy 
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indeed is he wlio liatli found this sweet, short 
pathway to God, the pathway of swift-winged 
faith, swifter even than the upward glancing of 
the eye. 

That night Mr. Bloomer slept more soundly 
and peacefully than he had done when no young 
mouths depended upon his daily toil,when his land 
yielded abundance, and his wheel went busily 
round. Yet from hill to hill the loud, explosive 
thunder burst in mighty peals, and dazzling zig- 
zags of lightning flashed wildly through the 
valley, and the rain came no longer in gentle 
drops but like dashing torrents of a deluge. 
Mrs. Bloomer was aroused by the storm, but 
without disturbing her husband she drew aside 
the dimity ^vindow curtain. Suddenly, a flash 
quick as the thrust of a vengeful sword, seemed 
to rend the curtain from her fingers, just as she 
beheld a bright column of fire alight upon the 
hill-top. 

'WiUiam! William! the child, the child 1' 
she cried, staggering against the footboard of 
the bed. 

* What 's up, Hannah ? ' and Mr. Bloomer 
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rushed to his wife's help with a conflict of sur- 
mises pouring into his brain. 

* The lightning has struck the cottage, I fear, 
and there's no one but John to look after Bachel 
and the child. Go, go : I 'm only a bit stunned, 
shall be round in a while.' 

A few minutes later Mr. Bloomer opened his 
kitchen door, and for a moment hesitated to 
plunge into the storm ; but a sense of duty urged 
him on, and though the rain fell as if from one 
huge water-spout, he cut his way through, with 
as brisk steps as possible. But when partly up 
the hill he paused, for the stream, on which so 
much of his toil depended was dashing along 
in even greater fury than he had often heard it 
in times of flood. 

* What 's up now ? ' cried Mr. Bloomer in his 
favourite ejaculation. *1 know the floodgates 
were right yester morn,' and as his own ideas 
suggested no satisfactory reply, he added as he 
paced on, * Life first, property next.' 

Perfect stillness prevailed at Mrs. Stanhope's 
cottage, as Mr. Bloomer reached the little gate ; 
but he shuddered at the thought that it might 
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be the stillness which nothing but the sickle of 
the great Reaper can produce. To his surprise 
the latch of the door yielded to his touch, and he 
softly entered and closed it. Taking a match 
from his pocket he lit a small oil lamp, and per- 
ceiving that everything was in perfect order, 
doffed his boots and mounted the uncarpeted 
stairs. John's room he sought first, but the boy 
was not there ; the bedclothes were thrown down 
as though he had left his sleep in a hurry, and 
other signs of confusion were manifest. *Is 
Hannah right ? has the fiery stroke seized the 
slumbering mother or her bright-spirited littlo 
one ? God forbid ! ' he panted as he passed on to- 
the chamber where they usually slept. Upon 
the floor outside he placed the lamp, that its light 
might flow through the chink as he cautiously 
opened it. But they lay calmly sleeping, while 
the little timepiece pointed its fingers to half 
an hour past three. The sun, that September 
morning, would rise shortly after five, so that in 
an hour at least there would be sufficient light 
to aid in the discovery of the boy. But the, 
reason of his absence on so terrible a night Mr. 
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Bloomer could not conjecture, and surrounded 
:^s lie was by danger of various kinds lie must be 
at once sought, but where ? 

Again in the pelting rain, Mr. Bloomer knew 
not what course to pursue, though to set his 
wife's mind at rest as to the safety of his little 
niece and her mother must be his first act. 
Faster and faster came the rain, but as he sped 
•down the hill he no longer heard the fierce foam- 
ing of the stream. In natural glee the water 
frolicked over the stony bed, and plunged with a 
deep cavernous groan into the basin of the time- 
blackened wheel. * Strange things are happen- 
ing to night,' ho thought ; * and will the rain go 
further than to bless ? will it bring sorrow ? will 
it sweep from our sight the boy, who in his 
youthful ardour longed so earnestly to see the 
rising of the river ? God protect thee, my son, 
for not a sparrow falleth to the ground without 
His notice, and thou art of more value than 
many sparrows. Hannah, Rachel and the child 
are free from harm ; but I must go to the dykes, 
something 's wrong I fear. Pray for all who are 
'this night oppressed by the fury of the storm.' 
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' Take this with you, William ; it has been 
«uch a comfort to me : " What time I am afraid 
I will trust in Thee ! " ' And with that trust 
fast strengthening in her soul, Mrs. Bloomer 
built up the fire she had kindled, and commended 
i}he lost boy to the care of Him Whom even the 
winds and waves obey. 

The first streaks of light cast an uncertain 
glimmer as Mr. Bloomer reached the dyke, but 
his experienced ear told him that a catastrophe 
was impending. Two flood-gates were secured, 
but as he approached the third, a boyish voice 
<5left the violence of the storm, * God, is 
iihere none to help ? ' Another minute, and the 
sinking boy was seized by his uncle and borne 
senseless from the water. But partial animation 
:SOon returned, and through the pale beams of 
^arly day he was carried tenderly to the mill. 

* Mother.' ! how Mrs. Bloomer's heart 
throbbed at the term ; for though to her the boys 
had become as her own sons, she had not yet 
<5ome to look upon her conduct as worthy the 
noble appellation of mother. * Mother, the dox- 
ology again : the boy has barely saved himself 
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in trying to save us ; but he lives, for his Grod is 
the God of the sparrows/ 

* They opened the gates yesterday, uncle, after 
you left for market; I could have managed to close 
them all easily had not the dyke given way ; but 
then I could not have held out so long had I 
not repeated, it must have been scores of times,. 
" The waters, they shall not overflow thee." ' 

* Then what I supposed was a blast of light- 
ning was in very deed the finger of Him Who- 
never sleeps, for but for that, John's forsaken 
bed would not have been discovered nor the* 
dyke visited ;' and Mrs. Bloomer wept her thanks- 
giving. 

The early morning broke out in glorious, 
sunshine, the raindrops glistened on blade and 
woodland leaf and hedgerow like thickly scat- 
tered pearls. A childish sob broke on Mr. 
Bloomer's ear as he entered Mrs. Stanhope's 
garden, and May appeared round the comer of 
the cottage with her two speckled chickens 
lying in her pinafore, wet and lifeless. 




CHAPTER Vir. 

^THOUT a word Mr. Bloomer fol- 
lowed May into the cottage. Mrs. 
Stanhope was kneeling upon the 
hearth with shavings and sticks for 
^the kindling of the fire by her side. 
Upon these May gently laid her cold, 
wet chickens, and burying her face upon her 
mother's breast, sobbed convulsively. ' Mother, 
mother, my heart wiU break ; and yet God has 
t^en them. O mother, what shall I do ? ' 
1^ 
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Mrs. Stanhope endeavoured to soothe the 
agitated child, but for some time her eflForts were 
fruitless. * Come here, little one, and tell uncle 
all about it ; ' and Mr. Bloomer carried the 
quivering form into the fresh morning air. 

^ The meadow,' she sobbed, pointing with her 
small finger to the back of the cottage. 

* Did not chickies go to bed last night, think 
you, lassie; they seem to have had a long 
baptism ? ' 

* Yes, uncle, indeed they did,' and the sobs 

were lost in the eager tones ; * they went to 

roost some time before Madame Strut-about and 

,her silly daughter, for John and I peeped through 

that tiny hole at the side. They were comfort- 
able then, and Betsy Blue-eye was blinking, just 
blinking into a nap, you know, uncle. I 'm sure 
it 's those disagreeable Strut-abouts who drove 
them out. The old lady especially is so vain and 
bad-tempered ; she behaved disgracefully to poor 
Speck and Spot yesterday afternoon.* 

*Ah! now I see the mischief,* said Mr. 
Bloomer, as they came in sight of an elderly- 
tree fiercely smitten by the lightning. 
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*The little darlings were there, uncle, huddled 
together, so frightened ; you would have cried if 
you had seen them. Poor, things ! it did so rain ; 
mother said it was not fit to turn out a dog in/ 

*And she was right, and yet your cousin 
John had even more of it than the poor chicks 
had. Little one, I 've a story to tell you, and 
this is its title, " How God cares for those who 
love Him : a Boy's Bravery and a Little Girl's 
Sorrow." ' 

* ! uncle, what a long title ! ' and May' s 
face was a true picture of the morning, as sunny 
smiles brightly struggled through the tear-hung 
lashes of her drooped eyelids. 

* Mother,* said May, when the early breakfast 
was ended, * I don't think my chickies will be 
dead after all.' 

* Don't you, darling? well, I would say I 
hope they will not, only I fear Uncle Bloomer 
cannot bring them to Ufe again.' Mrs. Stanhope 
was too noble a woman to deceive her little 
daughter, and yet too tender a mother to rudely 
crush any lingering hope that might help to 
sustain her heavily burdened spirits. 
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*But God can, mother; I Ve been thinking 
about the widow's little boy who lived again when 
good BUjah prayed.' 

* My precious child, you will do well to take 
your trouble to Jesus ; for even if He does not 
see fit to raise your chickies to life, His Word 
bids us cast all our care upon Him, for He 
careth for us.' 

* And for the chickies too, mother ; for you 
say He forgets not the sparrows, and my chickies 
are ever so much bigger than sparrows.' 

That afternoon Mr. Gower, having heard of 
John's nocturnal exploit, called at the mill to 
inquire if the rumoin* were correct. Mrs. 
Bloomer entered fully into the story, which 
included a passing allusion to the untimely end 
of May's pets ; and as the old gentleman was 
returning through the rain-beaten cornfields, 
his kindly heart resolved to replace the loss of 
the much prized Speck and Spot. So the next 
morning when the bereaved maiden hurried 
through the falling rain to breakfast her little 
family, the very fac-similes of her lost chickens 
came eagerly forward for their share of the 
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morning meal. Forgetting her errand, she 
iiumed, and with a cry of equal joy and surprise, 
45ped back into the cottage, followed as quickly 
'by Madame Strut-about and her satellites, in- 
•cluding the two new comers, evidently mistaking 
their mistress' cry for a call. 

* Mother I mother ! God has raised the 
-chickies,' she sobbed in uncontrollable emotion, 
-as five beaks pressed hungrily around her. 

* Well, I never ! How came these, child ? ' 
'exclaimed Mrs. Stanhope, with astonished eyes 
Testing upon the speckled couple. 

*As the widow's son came,l suppose, mother; 
I asked God to give them life again, and He has ; 
for last m'ght uncle said the pretty creatures 
were stone dead.' 

*I think differently fi'om that. May; God 
still works miracles, I allow, but imder a new 
process from what He did in the Old Testament 
times, I read it in this way, that He has directed 
isome one at present unthought of by us to bring 
these new chickens and put them in the place of 
ihe old ones.' 

Many were the hours which May spent beside 
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Nettie's couch, as through the wide, low window^ 
they gazed upon hill and dale goldened by the^ 
touch of September's fingers. There the daughter 
of talent and culture sat at the feet of a little child, ^ 
whose chief earthly instructors were her mother* 
and her Bible ; but who, taught by the Spirit,, 
-tad soared to heights above the limits of an 
earthly philosophy, had sounded the depths of a 
wisdom whose price is above rubies, and grasped 
a knowledge wider than the universe. In the- 
heat of student life, when learning had been, 
loved as much, yea, more for its own sake than 
for the glistening laurels which told of conquests 
hardly won and glories achieved but by dint of* 
patient, earnest toil, Nettie had forgotten the- 
guerdon brighter than earth's brightest, had not 
heeded the voice of the Great Teacher, * Learn 
of Me, seek ye first the kingdom of God ; ' and 
now with feet margining upon the eternal, there- 
came the gentle reminder, * Except ye become as 
a little child, ye cannot enter the kingdom or 
heaven.' And far back over the fi:*agrant fielda 
of learning, Nettie retraced her steps, imtil in 
spirit jshe became a child again, and cast her 
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weary, longing, soul simply, trustingly, upon Him 
Who is the world's peace, rest, and satisfaction. 

How often is it God's way to choose the weak 
things of this world to confound the wise and 
mighty ! The slumbering Samuel was not too 
young or innocent of evil to stand in warning 
attitude before the white-haired judge of Israel ; 
and May, one of earth's lowly blossoms, was not 
too humble a preacher to proclaim God's glad 
tidings; yea, the offerer was forgotten in the 
offering, and they who in other days would have 
scorned the flower because of its birth, now 
loved to share its sweets and look up in praise 
to the merciful Sender. 

Sometimes May went to glean, and then 
sought Nettie's side with tales of the harvest 
field, of John's mischievous doings, Eobin's 
thoughtftd reflections, of the reaper's merry 
sallies, or of her uncle's cheery sickle song. 
Occasionally through the open side- window Nettie- 
caught strains of jovial meadow pleasantry, and 
beguiled some of the slowly passing hours by 
watching the sweep of the sickle, the binding of 
the sheaves, and at length the gathering in of the 
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golden grain. But by this time Nettie had a 
fresh visitor. This was Robin, whose gentlemanly 
manners had won Nettie's admiration when May 
and he called with cowslips; and the child's 
irequent allusion to her cousin's passion for the 
beautiful in nature, the grand in sentiment, and 
the pure in feeling, led Nettie to request a visit 
from the young orphan. 

* If you please. Ma'am, this is no place for a 
miller's boy,' he said, as his eyes wandered over 
the tasteful arrangements of Nettie's sitting-room. 

* Do you not like pictures, Eobin ? * she asked, 
'^s if in surprise, whilst her long, thin hand 
♦called attention to the delicate oleographs, water- 
-colour and cravon sketches which adorned the 
avails. 

^Indeed I do. Miss Gowcr;' and carried 
:away by his enthusiasm ho hastily left her side, 
^nd forgetting all but the subject before him, 
'Out-spoke his rapture in boyish terms. 

* These are my books, Eobin ; do you care 
jnuch for reading ? ' 

' That I do ; what beauties ! If all these 
-were mine I * 
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* What then, Eobin ? ' 

* This heart would rest awhile, Miss Go wer ; * 
a,nd the boy's pathetic tone touched Nettie into 
laughter. 

* Eeally, Robin, your heart might be very un- 
manageable; for what does it long so ardently ? ' 

' To know all about countries and people in 
olden times, to understand all about the stars 
and planets, the earth and sea ; and. Miss Gower, 
^bout God and the flowers/ 

^Why do you put God and the flowers; 
together, Eobin ? ' 

* May has taught me to do so ; for some time 
I could not see any connection, but now. Miss 
Oower, I could not possibly separate them. I 've 
had many talks with a flower, and ' 

' And what has it said to you, my boy ?' asked 
Mr. Gower, who with May at that juncture 
•entered the room. 

' It spoke to my heart. Sir ; such good, 
beautiful things, it said. But I cannot repeat 
them ; May knows what I mean.' 

* Mother says she does not think God intends 
us to repeat them ; they are some of the secrets 
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which He entrusts to His children, and they 
make you happy — don't they, Robin ? ' 

* Yes, they thrill me through and through ;. 
they are like the sparkles in the water, as it 
rushes down the stream to work uncle's mill/ 

^ Would you like to know how to draw and 
paint, Eobin ? * 

The brightness faded from the boy's face as 
he replied : ^ I should. Miss Gower ; but uncle wiE 
not be able to let me learn for two years at least/ 

^ But, Miss Nettie, Robin can draw ; he has 
copied your sketch of uncle's mill, I don't know^ 
how many times.' 

The boy blushed, but Nettie perceiving that 
there was a rich soil to work upon, said : * If 
grandpapa will allow me, I shall be very glad 
to give you evening lessons whenever I feel well 
enough; you have fingers for the work, and brains 
for it too,* she laughingly added. 

Mr. Gower looked doubtfully at his grand- 
child with her full, broad brow, alas ! too pale ;. 
and the brightest tint of the October leaves 
already in her cheeks. The spirit lent by God 
was slowly burning its way outward through the 
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•earthen vessel, and though that sly disease with 
its subtle whispers pointed to coming springs 
with their silent unveilings of blue-dyed heavens, 
^fch their wondrous resurrections of long-buried 
flowers, and the joyous song-pourings of the 
woodland's God-taught minstrelsy ; to summers 
with their cloudless sunrisings and yet more 
gorgeous sunsets, with their balmy eves far 
stealing into the night, and sultry noons laden 
with perfume and dreamy insect-strains, Nettie 
trusted not to the bright-promising future, but 
in Him Whose time no man knows. Like the 
golden com she rejoiced in the sunlight of God's 
smile ; the hue of ripeness, not of decay was upon 
her soul ; she was ready for lengthened service 
on earth or for the sickle and the amazing joy of 
the angels' " harvest home." 

* Good-night, Robin ; the violet, though of 
lowly birth, by its gentle nature fitly blossoms in 
the palace shade, and you have unwittingly 
proved to me that I, my pictures, books, and 
flowers have found a meet companion in the 
miller's boy. Eemember, Robin, that gentleness 
is ever allied to true greatness/ 
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But before the next evening Nettie was 
tossing upon her bed in bitter agony, and through 
many of the chill October days loving friends 
seldom forsook her side ; but there was One still 
nearer, Whose rod and staff supported and com- 
forted her. The dry, crisp leaves had formed a 
rustling carpet when May and Robin paid their 
next visit to Nettie Gower. It was a clear, 
cold, Saturday afternoon, and Nettie's couch 
was drawn beside the warm, glowing fire. 

* I have something to say to each of you,*" 
she said, clasping their small hands in her white, 
wasted fingers. ^ Robin, if I am not well enough 
to teach you to draw, I have put means in 
grandpapa's hands which will enable you to learn 
for two years, commencing with the new year ; 
but whilst studying imitation in art, keep in 
mind that my chief desire is that you strive 
diligently to become like the world's one great 
Model, even Christ. May, my child, the thanks 
I owe you cannot be spoken in this life ; you 
have brought that sunshine into my heart which 
nothing can cloud, and God's eternal glory alone 
can swallow up. Work on for the starry crown^ 
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and if I be the first up yonder, remember, ever- 
remember, that 

*' Some one stands at the beautiful gate, 
Waiting and watching for you." ' 
• # # • 

Years passed ; the autumnal hue was again 
upon the cheek of nature, and sorrowful tones 
went sighing through the almost sapless woods. 
In one of the beautifid romantic gorges of 
Scotland, a youth was making the October tints 
a subject for his brush. This was a memorial 
sketch in honour of his childhood's youthful 
benefactor, whose counsel, spoken on a day so 
like the present, had been his watchword through 
the intervening years. 

In the same hour, a number of orphan 
children were gathered with glistening eyes and 
smHing lips around their girUsh looking but 
thoroughly trained and earnest-hearted teacher, 
in a comfortable and capacious home for those 
whose fathers and mothers had early forsaken 
them. Maila Stanhope was working; she was. 
working, not for the sake of the starry crown, 
but out of love to Him Who sufiered and died 
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that tie wliole world might be brought to God. 
Though far away from her loved Tamside, 
Maila's miasion was not ended ; yea, to her own 
mind it was just begun, yet the influence of her 
childhood's example had already coursed through 
many lives, whose currents, deepening as they 
flowed, moved steadily on toward the ocean of 
sa blissful eternity. 
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